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The hirth of light: hut we that are not all,
As parts, can see hut parts, now this, now that,
And live, perforce, from thought to thought, and
make
One act a phantom of succession : thus
Our weakness somehow shapes the shadow,
Time;
But in the shadow will we work, and mould
The woman to the fuller day/
She spake
With kindled eyes : we rode a league beyond,
And, o'er a bridge of pinewood crossing, came
On flowery levels underneath the crag,
Full of all beauty.    ' 0 how sweet' I said
(For I was half-oblivious of my mask)
rTo linger here with one that loved us.'    f Yea*
She answer'd ' or with fair philosophies
That lift the fancy; for indeed these fields
Are lovely, lovelier not the Elysian lawns,
Where paced the Demigods of old, and saw
The soft white vapour streak the crowned towers
Built to the Sun :' then, turning to her maids,
(Pitch our pavilion here upon the sward ;
Lay out the viands/   At the word, they raised
A tent of satin, elaborately wrought
With fair Corinna's triumph; here she stood,
Engirt with many a florid maiden-cheek,
The woman-conqueror ; woman-conquer'd there
The bearded Victor of ten-thousand hymns,
And all the men mourn'd at his side: but we
Set forth to climb ; then, climbing, Cyril kept
With Psyche, with Melissa Florian, I
With mine affianced.    Many a little hand
Glanced like a touch of sunshine on the rocks,
Many a light foot shone like a jewel set
In the dark crag: and then we turn'd, we wound
About the cliffs, the copses, out and in,
Hammering and clinking, chattering stony names
Of shale and hornblende, rag and trap and tuff,
Amygdaloid and trachyte, till the Sun